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would be a pleasure to lead her down from such heights of
unreality and make a woman of this budding bluestocking.
Hans Axel von Fersen, not for the first or last time in his life,
was feeling chivalrous about the opposite sex.

La Fayette had experience of guerilla warfare. His minor
victory achieved and recognised, he was soon decamping to
another field. Madame Necker was a trifle over-emphatic in
her thanks to him for having come at all, and her husband had
some difficulty in reasserting his sway over their guests after
his rival's triumphant retreat. He was almost relieved when
she gave him a respite by turning to the Abbe to ask if he was
going to read them some of his delightful poetry. The Abbe
smirked, deprecated and began to read. Fersen listened
stolidly and Germaine watched him before expressing any
opinion on the churchman's amorous versifying. She decided
he was bored, pronounced the verses dull, and was rewarded
with a smile.

"They say Marie-Antoinette is encouraging people to write
in that style," she said untruthfully, and at once realised her
mistake. Fersen rose from the chair beside her and began to
make remarks that seemed to lead up to a departure.

She had too much worldly wisdom to try and keep him or
retrieve her error on the spot. There was time before her, and
he would come again. Her main cannonade, at least, had not
missed fire, and another time she could avoid the temptation
to spoil its effect by desultory sniping. The "Au revoir,
Monsieur Fersen," that she gave him was sufficient, in her own
estimation, to ensure his quick return.

It had not obliterated her one error. As Fersen walked
home to the Embassy with the silent Stael-Holstein, the name
'Marie-Antoinette' was still ringing in his ears. That Germaine
should be a trifle jealous was understandable, even in one
whom he took to be so naive. But he could not yet persuade
himself that there was no cause for her jealousy.

Erik of Stael-Holstein, still scenting defeat and bankruptcy,
was passing from silence to savagery. "I gather that little
baggage has been trying her tricks on you," he said, without